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And this is mine eternal plea

To Him that made heaven, earth, and sea,

That, since my flesh must die so soon,

And want a head to dine next noon,

Just at the stroke, when my veins start and spread,

Set on my soul an everlasting head!

Then am I ready, like a palmer fit,

To tread those blest paths which before I writ.

What h our life?

WHAT is our life?   A play of passion.
And what our mirth but music of division?
Our mother's wombs the tiring-houses be
Where we are drest for this short comedy.
Heaven the judicious sharp spectator is
Who sits and marks what here we do amiss.
The graves that hide us from the searching sun
Are like drawn curtains when the play is clone.
Thus playing post we to our latest rest,
And then we die, in earnest, not m jest.

To the Translator ofLucan't Pbarsalia (1614)

HAD Lucan hid the truth to please the time,

He had been too unworthy of thy pen,

Who never sought nor ever cared to climb

By flattery, or seeking worthless men.

For this thou hast been bruis'd; but yet those scan

Do beautify no less than those wounds do

ReceivM in just and in religious wars;

Though thou hast bled by both, and bear'st them too,

Change not!   To change thy fortune 'tis too Lie:

Who with a manly faith resolves to die

May promise to himself a lasting state,

Though not so great, yet free from infamy.

Such was thy Lucan, whom so to translate,

NiLurc thy muse like Lucan's did create